
A Burning Heart


How long will it fester

This flame, which cannot be doused?

My veins pump not blood

But brimstone

To the battered furnace which burns

Memories long gone

Emitting only bitter reality

Smog that will always choke

While I may be young…

I feel old,

Like a tree writhing and withered,

Leaves retiring;

For I have given all that I can give.

Though, through it all
I know this isn’t the end

Since if the flame blazes in open eyes, as well
Our will gives what we think we cannot.

